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Prologue 


It all started innocently 
enough. In fact, I didn’t really 
even know that I had it in me. I was 
always somewhat of a social animal, but 
I never realized the lengths to which I would 
go to get attention. And I never realized how 
much I loved big breasts. I always had a bit of an 
obsession... During high school, I used to look at my 
boyfriends’ porno magazines and I fanaticized looking as 
hot and sexy as those airbrushed women whose boobs filled 
out the pages. 

Never did I imagine it would all start with such an innocent 
comment... “Why don’t you do something about it?” Robert asked 
me. 

“What do you mean?” I asked back. 

“Well, you’re always talking about boobs this or breasts that, blah- 
blah blah-blah blah. Why don’t you finally just go and do something 
about it? People have been getting boob jobs for more than thirty years. 
Just go and get one. You’re always talking about how you wish you had 
bigger breasts or if only you had bigger breasts. I mean, I really dont 
understand it. Your breasts are a good size, but if you really want them bigger, 
just go do it.” 

“Its not that simple,” I told him. “I don’t have five grand to plunk down for 
a boob job. Once again, Rob, you forget that I’m still in college with my shit 
eight dollar an hour job. We all don’t pull in eight hundred grand a year. You 
lose perspective sometimes.” 

“TIl pay for it then. Consider it an early Christmas gift. Go find a doctor. 
I'll pay for it,” he replied. 

“That sure was quick. You’re never that eager to buy me anything else 
that’s upwards of five grand,” I said back to him, smiling a little. We both 
knew why he was going to pay for this. It was just a matter of who came 
clean first. 

“Well, most other things I get for you are solely for your own 
enjoyment,” he said, grinning. “I think I would enjoy your new implants 
just as much, if not more than you would.” 


“Well now,” I said playfully, “aren’t we making quite a few assumptions today.” 

And that’s how it all began. I started the next day looking for a doctor. I just 
didn’t know at that point how far I was going to take things. Once I had the bug, I 
literally couldn’t stop. I had an addiction. 


Chapter I: DDDecisions 


“Are you serious?” Jenna asked me. 

“One hundred percent,” I told her. “He told me last night that if I find the doc, 
he’ ll pay for it.” 

“You’re so dam33irl some jewelry or whatever. Its not like it costs him 
much. And he said it himself, he’s going to enjoy it too. Its not like I’m the only one 
who’s going to benefit from some new boobs,” I explained to her. 

“I guess. Doesn’t it bother you though to be this guy’s mid-life crisis? You know 
he’s just using you for sex.” 

I was really getting tired of these types of questions. Just because I prefer older 
men, all of a sudden my friends assume I’m some kind of slut. “We’ve talked about 
this before, Jenna. He’s not using me for sex and no, I’m not using him for money. 
The fact is that he likes younger girls and I like older guys. It’s not my fault that most 
older guys happen to make bank and can afford to show me a good time. I don’t want 
to spend my college years going drinking on Fridays at frat parties and getting fucked 
by a bunch of drunken horny idiots. I prefer weekends at the beach, going to the 
theatre, and vacations in Europe.” 

“You can do all that with a boyfriend your own age,” Jenna told me. “Lisa, I went 
backpacking with John and some of his friends last summer. We probably saw more 
of France than you did.” 

“Um... right. Except that when you went, you stayed in ratty hostels, and I stayed 
in a suite at the Prince de Galles, less than a block from the Champs Elysees. While 
you and John were in the cattle car, Robert and I flew business. And when your back 
was sore from carrying around thirty pounds of crap, I was getting massaged at the 
spa. There was a big difference between my trip to France and yours, trust me.” 

“So, it comes down to money again. I thought you said it didn’t matter,” Jenna 
replied, convinced that my last comment had just made her point. 

“Tt’s not just that, although being able to travel in style is certainly nice. With an 
older guy, you get someone who has life experience, in many areas I might add, and 
who knows how to show a lady a proper time. I don’t want to sludge through the 
mud with a backpack during my vacation. I want to experience high culture. If I 
want to sweat and be uncomfortable, I can go to the gym. I don’t need to deal with 
that on my vacation,” I explained to her. 

“But look at yourself, you’ve got everything going for you. You’re smart, you 
take care of yourself, you’re good-looking, you could do much better than this guy. 
You could be with some hotty. You don’t need some middle-age guy with a spare 
tire.” 

“Looks aren’t everything. And Robert has lost fifteen pounds already in the six 
months that we’ve been dating. That’s very impressive. He’s taking care of himself 
now. We go to the gym and work out together. I know for a fact that he’s motivated 
now to work on his looks and his body. Put yourself in his shoes for a sec, if you 


were married to some cow for twenty years, you’d probably let yourself go too. You 
should see his wife, she’s like two hundred pounds or something — a real heifer.” 

“Don’t you feel at least partially bad for breaking up this guy’s marriage? This is 
such a cliché situation. You’re the young thing that causes this older rich guy to stray 
from his wife and go on a crazy mid-life crisis, taking you on vacations, getting you 
a boob job, and whatnot. Meanwhile, he fucks your brains out, gets back into shape, 
and then he’ll probably go back to his wife because he feels guilty about leaving the 
kids. I’ve seen this movie many times...” 

“No. You’re so off base. He was separated before we got together. And let me 
tell you, he was the one in serious need of a good fuck. I can get it anytime I want 
from any man I want. And his kids are all off in college, so there’ ll be none of that.” 

“Ewww. So, he’s old enough to be your father. Imagine if his kids went here! 
That would be fucked up. They could be in one of your classes, or even in one of 
your study groups, or maybe you’re friends with one of them and you don’t even 
know it!” 

“Please,” I said as sarcastically as humanly possible, “I highly doubt it. Anyway, 
I’m done with this conversation. Let’s just agree to disagree. I won’t give you shit 
about your boyfriends and you don’t give me shit about mine. Deal?” 

“Fine. Anyway, what are you going to do about this boob job? Who’s going to do 
it? And did you decide how big you’re going to go?” 

“No, Robert and I just discussed it last night, so now I need to go and find a 
doctor, decide on a size, and then schedule a date. To tell you the truth, it’s pretty 
exciting. If you wanted to help me, that’d be nice. I could always use a little support 
from my best friend.” 

“I can imagine. I’d be freaked out too... just imagining that knife cutting open 
your skin...” 

“Stop,” I said, cutting her off. “What the hell kind of support is that? I don’t want 
to hear that.” 

“Sorry. Anyway, let’s meet up for lunch. | have to get to class.” 

“Okay, will do,” I told her. And with that, I headed to my own class. 


In truth, I couldn’t bring myself to concentrate on my class. I’m usually quite 
attentive. What Jenna said was true — I am a good student. It’s just that with something 
this exciting about to happen, I couldn’t even think about my classes right now. I’ve 
always wanted to get breast implants. In fact, it was something that I had considered 
doing for a long time. The only problem is that I didn’t own a money tree, unlike 
Rob and those in his crowd. These were certainly times that I regretted studying 
drama and history and I wish I had gone for a degree in business like Jenna had. 

Over the last summer, Jenna took an internship with Phillip Morris and she was 
paid almost $9000 for three months of work. Plus they liked her so much they were 
going to invite her back for a full-time position after graduation. She’d be making 
forty-five grand just starting out of college... and what the fuck did she know? She’s 
not some genius. 


When I finish college, I’ve got no clue what I'll be doing. Now that I’m in my 
senior year, I’m starting to realize that perhaps it won’t be the easiest thing in the 
world to find a position with a double major in history and drama. Oh well. In any 
case, Jenna could have gotten a boob job had she wanted one, but she was perfectly 
content with her body. I don’t blame her. She looks damn good, almost as good as 
me, and she never really obsessed about her looks. Nevertheless, she’d always been 
able to snag whatever guy she wanted... especially since she always seemed to aim 
so low. 

I, on the other hand, was no longer interested in getting fucked by drunken football 
players or basketball players, or any other member of a sports team. I did in high 
school and I’ve had enough of that. In high school, the highest a girl can aim is for 
the star of the football team. Once you’re in college, you can pursue anyone you 
want — including professionals. As someone who loves history and the arts, I realized 
that there was a certain type of guy I was interested in — someone with education and 
culture. I was tired of being far more intelligent than all the men I dated. I wanted 
someone who was up to my own level of intellect. 

The only problem is that when you’re in high school, those guys won’t get 
anywhere near you. Believe me, I tried a few times. You’re labeled as “‘jailbait” and 
that’s it — relationship over. College is a whole different story. You can go after any 
guy you want, and being a senior is almost as good as being a graduate. Men no 
longer have to hide you from their friends. I can tell you right now with absolute 
certainty that men are all the same. Older guys are always proud that they’re dating 
someone younger than them. It makes them feel like they still have “it,” whatever 
“it” might be. The truth is, they'd like to believe that we’re dating them for their 
good looks or their performance in bed. That’s what they’d like their friends to 
think. The truth is that we prefer them because most of the guys our age are idiots. 

And one thing they are completely attuned to and totally paranoid about is their 
pocketbook. Everyone assumes you’re dating them just to take their money, which 
is total bullshit and completely unfair. True, like I told Jenna, I like to live well, but 
that’s not the reason I’m with Robert. Ifhe was arich dummy, I wouldn’t be interested. 
So, I don’t ever ask Robert to buy me anything. Even though I know he could afford 
to, I just let him do what he wants to. When he buys me gifts, I thank him and I’m 
gracious. But I never try to ask for more or even give him the slightest reason to 
think that I’m with him for his money. Deep down, I know the thought is already in 
the back ofhis mind. No doubt his friends have probably already made the suggestion. 
So, I make sure never to make the thought enter his mind, and I never give him a 
reason to doubt my intentions. 

Now that Robert decided to buy me a great set of tits, I can finally realize my 
dream since high school — having the biggest rack in sight. If you asked me to 
explain my obsession with big boobs, I couldn’t tell you the where, when, or why it 
started. The fact is, I don’t know why I like big breasts. I just think they’ re incredibly 
sexy. Unlike all the middle-aged housewives out there, I’m not getting tits to keep 
my man from straying, and I don’t need them to attract the attention of aman. My 


own C-cup rack 1s adequate for that purpose and I’ve never had a problem getting the 
attention of men. I want the boobs for me — for my own personal enjoyment. 

When I walk down the street wearing something sexy, I can turn heads. I love 
that feeling. I crave attention and I like to be looked at, even stared at. When I wear 
something revealing, I expect people to look at me, and I’d be disappointed if they 
didn’t. When I get my new boobs, I’m not going to be any different. When I dress to 
show them off, I’ll expect that people will want to look at them. I’ve always hated 
big-breasted girls who show off their tits and then get pissed when guys spend all 
night staring. If you didn’t want guys to stare, then you shouldn’t have worn something 
that would make them stare. Men are like puppets — their actions are easily controlled. 

I was at a bar once, and there was this girl who had obviously had some implants. 
Her breasts were beautiful, a very large DD-cup. She was wearing this sexy low-cut 
top and we were competing for attention. With a rack like that, she had me beat. She 
was talking to some guy who had just bought her a drink and it was clear that after 5 
minutes, she didn’t want to hook up with him. He was trying his best to listen to what 
she had to say and look her in the eyes, but with a rack like that, this guy had no 
chance. He couldn’t help but stare at her tits. So, she called him on it. 

“Excuse me, but I’m up here,” she said, making a hand gesture for him to look up. 
“I don’t talk out of my breasts.” It was a cheap shot. Women shouldn’t be putting a 
large quantity of cleavage on display if they don’t want men to look at their tits. I 
decided to go to this guy’s rescue. 

“Perhaps if you had something interesting to say, people would be looking at your 
face while you talk. But from overhearing your conversation, I can tell that the only 
interesting thing about you is your chest.” 

“Fuck you bitch,” was her response. She then headed for the door and left. 

“What a witty retort,” I said, sarcastically, as she left. 

I always promised myself that I would be a much better-behaved girl when I 
eventually got my own implants. It seems to me, if you get a fantastic rack, you 
should show it off and you should be proud when men stare. That’s my philosophy 
anyway. If you want them to look you in the eyes when you talk, you need to say 
something more interesting — so they’d get as much stimulation from your words as 
they do from your tits. This girl had no chance at all. On the contrary, I was looking 
forward to the stares and ogles. | like to turn heads and I was going to give it my all 
by getting a fantastic new rack. 

I knew that some research would be in order, however. I needed to answer the 
four big questions — which doc, how big, sphere or teardrop shape, and under or over 
the muscle. I already had an idea about what my answers would be to those questions. 
As someone who’s been interested in breast implants for a long time, I’d already 
done my homework. I even considered at one point taking a cash advance on my 
credit card to pay for the implants, but I was too grounded for that. I was never one 
to live above my means, even if it did mean I could get the boobs I always wanted. 

I decided at the beginning that I wanted to go big — really big. To me, there is 
nothing sexier than a bulging rack straining to bust out of a tight top or a restrictive 


bra. Perhaps even sexier than that is a significant amount of cleavage popping out 
the top ofa revealing dress. Even though they may deny it, all men are obsessed with 
tits. A big-breasted girl will steal the attention of an entire room, no matter what’s 
going on in that room. Two men could be in the middle of a multi-million dollar deal 
and if a big-breasted girl walks by, they’Il both pause to look. The male penis simply 
cannot be controlled. This is a universal fact and it crosses all cultures, languages, 
and peoples. Throughout the world, men are all the same. 

Even the stupidest bimbos know that a beautiful woman has power. As a species, 
we all learn this in high school. A cheerleader may be an idiot, but she knows that all 
the boys want to get in her panties, and in our society, thankfully and barring any 
criminal activity on the part of the man, women control the access to the panties. 
Every educated person knows that if you have something others covet, you have a 
source of power. Yes, I have read Machiavelli. So, being an educated student of 
human history, I do have another motive to enhancing my own beauty, besides my 
own personal vanity. History tells us that there were several great wars fought over 
the beauty of a woman. I certainly don’t want to be responsible for any wars, but 
there can be advantages of powerful men desiring you. 

So, having decided already that I’d be getting a large and imposing set of tits, I 
needed to decide where my implants would go — under or over the muscle. This 
decision was fairly simple too. To go really big, you have to go over the muscle. It 
just isn’t good to shove a volleyball-sized implant underneath one’s muscle. I knew 
I wanted to go over for maximum size. I also knew that I wanted a round shape, 
which was my own personal preference. I always hated the look of droopy boobs, 
even if they did look more “natural” than the round implants. But I figured at the size 
I was going to get, no one was going to mistake me as a natural anyway. 

The only question that remained would be which doc to go with. I found out very 
quickly that there weren’t too many docs out there that were all too willing to pump 
up a girl to the size I was interested in. A few phone calls to the docs in the yellow 
pages made me aware to that fact right away. I was going to need to do a little bit of 
searching, but I was up for the challenge. In fact, the best way was going to be 
getting a referral from another satisfied client. Now, all I had to do was find someone 
else who was satisfied with her huge boob job. I didn’t know exactly where to find 
such a girl, but I had a good idea about where to start looking — our country’s home 
to mega-implanted strippers and performers — Las Vegas. 


Chapter II: Scouting For Boobs 


Rob was a little surprised, “I guess that makes sense. I’d want to get a referral too, 
but don’t you know anyone here in town that’s had, you know, an operation? Do you 
really need to ask a stranger? And why Las Vegas?” 

It was clear Rob didn’t yet know what I had in mind. And I wasn’t about to tell 
him yet anyway. I was going to surprise him. “Its just that I want to go and talk to 
some girls who’ve had really nice work done and then get some recommendations. I 
don’t want to go and talk to 40-year old housewives who had droopy boobs fixed. I 
want to talk to performers whose boobs are regularly on public display. Plus this 
gives me an opportunity to see the work up-close and judge the quality for myself.” 

“And that’s important for you? A picture won’t do. I’m sure all the doctors in 
town have pictures.” 

“Yes, but I want to see and feel the results. I want to sample the goods before 
making my purchase. I can do that in a strip club.” 

“If I didn’t know better, I’d be worried about this.” I knew where he was going 
with this. 

“No, I’m not bisexual. Come with me if you want. It won’t bother me. You can 
check out the work too.” 

“Thanks, but no thanks. I wouldn’t be caught dead in one of those places. If 
anyone ever saw me there, it’d be a disaster. You know I’ve talked about running for 
office one day.” 

“Lighten up. It’s not a big deal. I bet half the guys on the hill are regulars at one 
strip club or another, the Republicans too.” 

“Doubtful. Anyway, if that’s really what you want to do, I guess that’s doable. 
But, is Vegas really necessary? You could just as easily sample the goods at some 
local strip clubs. Do you need to go to Vegas for this?” 

“Yes. Much better selection. Like you said, I’ve wanted this for a long time, so I 
want to make sure I get it right.” 

“Well, I guess we can head out to Vegas this weekend and you can check out the 
various establishments. Ill brush up on my blackjack I suppose.” I reached over and 
gave him a peck on the cheek. Now that I was going to be heading to Vegas, it’d be 
only a few short days before I’d be able to get the boobs that I’d always wanted. 

“Thanks honey, I think PI fly out a few days early and get a head start on locating 
some of these places. I can take a couple days off from school. Besides, next week 
is spring break and I’ll be able to chill in Vegas all week.” What he didn’t know is 
that I was going to surprise him. By the time he arrived in Vegas, I’d have my new 
rack already. 

“Ok. Call my secretary and have her book us a suite at Caesar’s. I'll fly out and 
meet you late Saturday. I’ve got a golf game with some clients Saturday morning 
that I can’t miss.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” I told him. “I’m going to head home early tonight and finish 
up some homework I have for this week. In fact, I'll probably be swamped the rest of 
the week. I don’t want to fall behind. So, if I don’t see you in the next couple days, 
I’ll see you this weekend at Caesar’s.” With that, I said goodbye and left Rob’s 


house. I went back to my place and packed my bags. I was going to leave the next 
morning. I made a call to Rob’s secretary and left her a voicemail. She wouldn’t get 
it until tomorrow morning, but she’d take care of it the next day. I told her to book us 
a suite at Caesar’s and book my ticket for an early flight tomorrow. I also told her to 
book Rob’s ticket sometime after the golf game. 

Assuming she arrives tomorrow at 7:30 and gets my message, I’d probably be on 
the 11:00 flight out. This would give me 5 days to locate a surgeon and get my 
operation before Rob arrived. I was going to try and find a surgeon relatively quickly. 
However, I wanted to have some recovery time before Rob arrived. I was really 
going to surprise him. 


Sure enough, Rob’s secretary called me the next morning at 8:15 and told me that 
I'd be on an 11:30 flight to Vegas. Since I was traveling alone, she put me on a 
cheap-o fight from Southwest. She was always looking after Rob’s pocketbook and 
she was a prodigious cheapskate. Of course, when I flew with Rob, we’d always fly 
business, because that’s the only way Rob traveled, but when she sent me somewhere 
alone, on Rob’s behalf, she’d find the cheapest ticket possible. It’s a damn good 
thing that Rob had mentioned the suite at Caesar’s, because no doubt she confirmed 
that with him beforehand. There’s no way she’d book me a suite without authorizing 
it with Rob first. I think she was a friend of Rob’s wife, because she certainly didn’t 
like me. Perhaps she just didn’t approve of Rob’s extramarital activities, since she 
was an older woman herself. Older women never approve of older men dating younger 
women. They feel betrayed. 

In any case, I made it to the airport on time and caught my flight to Vegas. It was 
a twenty-minute drive to the hotel and from there I was able to check in and relax a 
bit in my room after the flight. Needless to say, I’d be charging all my expenses to 
the room. Vegas isn’t the cheapest town in the world, but since I was staying at 
Caesar’s, I’d be able to use all the facilities in the hotel and not have to spend a dime. 

Once it started getting dark, I got a chauffeur from the hotel and proceeded to hit 
all the hotspots for extreme Las Vegas boobage. I started with Olympic Gardens, 
then on to Cheetas, Sapphire, and finally to Palomino. At each place, I didn’t have to 
pay any cover charge. I told the bouncers I was going to meet with the manager 
about possible employment, but I wanted to check the place out first. I guess I fit the 
profile pretty well. I had some guys in the clubs hitting on me as well, but since I 
wasn’t disrobed, I didn’t steal too much attention from the performers. Men can’t 
take their eyes away from naked gyrating women for very long. 

I found the best example of extreme boobage on a girl at Olympic Gardens. Her 
name was “Sara,” but who knows if that was her real name or not. I called her over, 
explained my situation, and she was more than happy to give me the name of her 
surgeon. In fact, this same guy had done a lot of the bigger girls. Dr. Reynolds was 
his name, and big-busts were his specialty — exactly the kind of doc I was looking for. 
Luckily he was a local, so I thanked Sara and went looking for the nearest phonebook. 
I wanted to get this doc’s number and set up an appointment. I was ready to take the 
plunge! 


~~ 


Chapter III: The Consultation 


The waiting room was quite nice. Usually you expect doctor’s offices to be a 
sterile white. It was obvious this doc could afford some expensive interior design. I 
wondered how many boob jobs he did in one year. Before I could get an answer, I 
heard from the receptionist, “Dr. Reynolds will see you now.” 

The doctor was a bit younger than I expected. He looked to be early to mid- 
thirties. That put me offa little bit. But I could tell he sure was enthusiastic about his 
work. He instructed me to take off my shirt, so I did. I think he was a bit surprised 
to find my C-cups. 

“Lisa, tell me what you’d like to change about your breasts. Your patient notes 
here say you want to go larger. Is that true? You look to have a pretty good-size C- 
cup as of now,” he said, smiling genuinely. 

“Yes, that’s right. But I want to go much larger. I got a referral from a girl named 
Sara at Olympic Gardens. She said you were the guy to see for plus-sized breasts.” 

“Ah, I wasn’t aware you were a dancer.” 

“Tm not. I just want to have very large breasts. Its something I’ve wanted for a 
long time.” 

“I see. Well, how big are we talking about?” 


































“You tell me. I 
want to go as large as 
possible.” 

“Mmm. Well, I will need you 
to give me some guidance. I’ve done 
them pretty large before and ‘as large as 
possible’ isn’t really a good way to request 
implants. What we usually do is have you try ona 
few sizes and then let you look in the mirror and 
decide what you think looks best. Should I bring in a 
few implants so could see how they look inside a bra?” 

“Sorry, doctor. You’re not understanding. I want you to 
make my breasts as large as possible. It’s really pretty simple. 
You find the biggest implant you can, I like the rounded ones, and 
then you pump-it up with as much saline to the point before it bursts. 
That’s what I’d like.” 

“You’re serious?” he asked, somewhat bewildered. He really didn’t 
know just how far I wanted to go. 

“Extremely serious. I want my breasts to be massive. I hope that’s 
something that you can accommodate. Am I right about that?” 

“Yes, of course. It’s just that your request isn’t very usual. Most of our 
patients, even our dancers, have a specific size they’re trying to reach. They 
don’t just come in and ask for the largest implants available. Well, that’s not 
true. Some do ask what is the largest available, but they always want to know 
first. They never just come in and say put the biggest you have inside me. And 
my housewives, well, they’d be terrified of anything bigger than a C-cup. I 
mean, you’re a pretty good size already, with a very natural shape. Most women 
with breasts like yours wouldn’t be considering implants.” 

“T can see that I went to the wrong doctor. I’m sorry to waste your time, Dr. 
Reynolds. But I’m not like most girls. I want a chest that is truly extraordinary.” 
It was clear that he wasn’t going to help me. So, I began to get down from the 
table with the intention of leaving. 

“Please, don’t leave. I think you’re misunderstanding. I was only trying 
to figure out what it was that you wanted. I thought you might have had a 
specific size in mind. I didn’t at all intend to give the impression that I 
can’t help you. I’ve done more than a fair share of the extra-large 
implants in this town, and I am certainly the doctor to help you with 
your request. I just didn’t know how serious you were about going 


very large. The last thing I wanted to do would be to put in a huge pair of 800cc 
implants and watch you come after me with a malpractice suit because you weren’t 
really serious about going extra big.” 

“Doctor, 800cc isn’t even close to where I want to be, breast-wise.” 

“Well, that’s really the most we can do. You’re lucky... you have plenty of breast 
tissue, and I can see that your skin is very pliable. That’s good. But the upper-limit 
for a first operation is typically 500cc. We don’t like to go bigger than that. In your 
case, I could get away with 800, but I certainly wouldn’t want to go larger than that. 
It wouldn’t be safe, medically, I mean. Your skin would be stretching too much too 
quickly. Every surgeon in town will tell you the same thing. Feel free to get a second 
opinion. I should also let you know that 850cc is the largest commercially available 
implant. Manufacturers simply don’t go any bigger than that. And with that implant, 
we can only really overfill it to 1000 or 1100cc. Any more than that and we run the 
risk of rupturing the implant.” 

“Td really prefer not to have two surgeries. It seems kind of silly to go to 800cc 
and then another operation to add just 300cc more. Isn’t there anything you can do? 
And I know there are larger implants available. I’ve seen girls with much bigger than 
1000cc implants. There’s got to be a way.” 

“Well, the only other way is ordering custom implants from Europe. And that can 
get to be very expensive. What I can tell you, though, is that we have one other 
option we can try. I’m going to have to let you make the decision on this, though. 
The FDA is currently running several trials on alternative breast implant materials. 
If you’re interested, I could go into detail on some of the alternatives we have available. 
Some of them may allow you to go larger — much larger even — without multiple 
surgeries. But you'd be participating in a medical experiment. These devices have 
not yet been approved for the general public, so you may be putting your safety at 
risk. There’d be quite a few waivers you'd have to sign.” 

“Tell me. I want to know everything.” 

“Sure. Let me go get the information about these trials.” The doctor left the 
consult room, and I put my shirt back on. I was getting a little chilly in here and the 
doc didn’t need to stare at my tits any more. He came back about five minutes later 
with the materials. It was clear they weren’t meant for the public. Instead of the 
normal glossy brochures you might find, these were two heavy black three ring binders 
with the words “FDA Trial” on the top with some kind of serial number or whatnot 
below it. 

“Our first option is using polypropylene string, which is about 1/16" an inch in 
diameter. We simply implant a large amount of the string into the breast, which will 
cause a fluid build-up inside the breasts. The result would be larger breasts that are 
lighter than any commercially available implants of the same size, due the lightness 
of the string. Essentially, what we’d be doing is putting sterile plastic string inside 
your breasts and then water from your body would fill in the gaps. Quite simple, 
really.” 

“Wow,” I said. “And how big could I go with that.” 


“Pretty big. The FDA will probably ultimately reject polypropylene as an option, 
since they can cause breast growth up to two years after the operation as the body 
continues to build-up fluid in the breasts. Most women don’t like that. They want 
their size fixed and they don’t want to continue to expand afterwards. But for you, it 
may be a good option.” 

“Sounds great!” I think I had finally found the option for me. Continuous growth 
would be a major turn-on. 

“We’ve got one more option. It’s brand-new. You’d literally be one of the pioneer 
patients. I’ve only done one of these before, so you’d be my tenth patient. We have 
a procedure where we can inject a large quantity of immature adipose cells directly 
into the subcutaneous region of your breasts. What we’d be doing here is putting a 
very large quantity of adipocytes into your breasts, but they’d all be extremely small 
with very little lipid.” 

“Umm... in English?” 

“Sorry, quite simply, we’d be injecting a large quantity of fat cells into your breasts. 
They’d be type-matched in order to avoid rejection by your body. Typically what 
happens when a person gains weight is that the body’s existing fat cells fill up with 
something called “lipid.” The lipid is evenly distributed throughout the body’s fat 
cells. Women typically have more fat cells in their thighs and buttocks, creating a 
pear shape when they gain weight. Men have more fat cells around the abdomen, 
creating an apple shape when they put on weight.” 

“And so, you’d be putting a bunch of fat into my boobs?” 

“Not exactly. We’d be putting the adipose cells into your breasts. We’d put a 
very large quantity of small cells. Adipose cells have the potential to become very 
large when they fill with lipid. In fact, when people lose weight, they don’t actually 
lose fat cells, the fat cells themselves just get smaller. By having this procedure, 
we'd be giving you the potential to gain weight in your breasts. You’d be able to 
control the size of your breasts by the quantity of food you ate. Since we’d be 
putting such a large quantity of adipose tissue in your breasts and because you’re 
very thin as it is, when you gained weight, you’d gain weight in your breasts.” 

“I see. This sounds like it has promise, but I don’t want to get a fat ass. Are you 
sure I’d only gain weight in my boobs?” 

“Well, there would be some weight gain all over, but that could be controlled by 
the amount of adipose tissue we put into your breasts. If 60% of your body’s adipose 
cells are concentrated in your breasts, 60% of the weight gain will go there. The 
other 40% will be distributed throughout your body. Fat is also less dense than all 
the rest of the body’s tissues. In fact, fat tissue is less dense than water itself. This 
means that for extremely large sizes, you’ll have less weight to carry around. That 
should be a consideration.” 

“Ok, this is the option I want. Let’s do it.” 

“Ok, but you’ll have to take extra precautions about what you eat. Remember 
that in the future 60% of your weight gain will go straight to your breasts. The 


upside is that you should notice any weight gain immediately, since only 40% will be 
distributed throughout the rest of your body.” 

“Doctor, that’s not even close to being good enough. I want 100% of my weight 
gain to go to my breasts. I don’t want to be a fatty just to have large boobs.” 

“Sorry, that’s simply not possible. We’d have to remote 100% of your fat tissue 
from the rest of your body. Think of it this way. Suppose you put on 10 pounds. 
You’d be carrying around 6 of those pounds in your chest and only 4 distributed 
throughout the rest of your body. We can’t do any more than that. As you age, you’ Il 
naturally put on more weight. If you gain 30 pounds, we can’t have you walking 
around with all 30 pounds in your chest. You have to have your body take some of 
that burden. Think for a second about the long-term implications.” 

“Let me worry about that...” 


Chapter IV: Recovery 


It had already been a day since the end of the operation. My boobs were sore, but 
not as sore as I thought they would have been. In reality, my operation was quite 
easy compared to what most girls had to go through. Instead of having a huge water 
balloon inside my chest, I had a large quantity of fat cells just sitting in there. My 
boobs were about twice the size that they were before the operation. The new tissue 
was sore. It felt like someone had punched me in the boobs. I had convinced the 
doctor to put five times the normal amount of fat cells into my boobs. It took quite 
some doing, in fact. Initially he was against it, but after signing just about a thousand 
waivers and convincing him it was in the interest of medical science to discover what 
the upper-limits of this procedure were, he agreed to do it. So, instead of taking me 
to a ratio of 40/60, I was now at 12/88. For every 10 pounds I gained, 8.8 would go 
straight to my boobs and only 1.2 would go throughout the rest of my body. 

Putting that much fat into my boobs is what brought them up to about twice their 
previous size. I looked like a healthy DD-cup, perhaps a little bigger, I wasn’t exactly 
sure yet. I was quite pleased with how they looked. The best thing is that I could go 
bigger without having to get any more operations. I’d be able to go large just by 
having a milkshake. Just thinking about this possibility brought me to the peak of an 
orgasm. Before today, I’d spent a huge amount of effort avoiding fatty foods and 
always worrying about what I eat. Now, the thought that without any effort I could 
blow up my boobs to a tremendous size... well, I got wet just thinking about the 
possibilities. 

It would still be another day before Rob arrived, so I decided to kill some time 
down at the pool. Before that, though, I needed to get a new bathing suit. Luckily 
there was no shortage of shops at Caesar’s. I was happy to be getting a decent 
amount of looks as I walked through the shops, looking for a store that sold some 
acceptable bathing suits. Sometimes I thought that having black hair was a hindrance. 
People always see girls with black hair as too serious or intimidating, but I never 
wanted to dye my hair blonde. There was no way I was going to tolerate any blonde 
jokes. And now that I had a good-sized rack, I didn’t want to be stereotyped as a 
“blonde bimbo.” 

Having a DD-cup rack is no guarantee that one will get an inordinate amount of 
attention in Vegas, as I soon found out. I was getting more looks than before. Since 
I didn’t have any new tops yet that really accommodated my new bust, I was doing a 
little “popping” out of this one, but I was by no means going to burst my shirt wide 
open. In Vegas, there seems to be an enormous quantity of attractive large-breasted 
girls walking around at any given time. I suppose now I fit in pretty well with the 
rest of the crowd. With my plus-size rack, I was looking more like a local, although 
I had no desire to be mistaken as a stripper. 

I found a nice two-piece bikini in one of the forum shops. In the fitting room, I 
got my first chance to see my new boobs in a bikini and let me tell you — they looked 

























damn hot. I 
couldn’t wait to 
pack on a few pounds 
so that I could start 
bursting out of this bikini 
top. As it stood then, it fit me a 
little snug, but it did a decent job 
© — of containing my newly enlarged rack. 
I was looking forward to changing all 
that, however. After going back to my room 
and changing into my swimsuit, I headed down 
to the pool. 
It turned out the water was exactly what I needed 
to make my new boobs feel better. Suspended in the 
water, they felt fantastic. I couldn’t feel the bruising at all; 
they just gently floated along with me as I relaxed in the pool. 
I could also tell that my tits were a bit more buoyant than they 
were before. Since I was carrying around twice as much fat in my 
boobs, they had a tendency to pop themselves above the water when I 
was relaxed. I never really had that happen before. I also noticed that I 
had a few admirers who were watching me from their pool chairs. They 
pretended to be engrossed in a book or magazine, but I could tell that as soon as 
I looked away, their eyes went straight back to my new “flotation devices.” This 
pleased me more than I can explain. 
















\ e of the guys 

im the pool finally got the 
q í ourage to approach me. He 
was with a few of his friends, and 
they’d been looking at me for a little 
while. He came on over alone, however. I 
could see from the distance that he was clearly 
the best-looking of the bunch. He had sculpted 
abs, jet-black hair, and he was pretty tall too, no doubt 
a product of many long hours at the gym. This is the 
kind of guy that Jenna would be going for if she were here. 

“Hey there, I’m Chad,” he said. “I didn’t see you with 
anybody. Could I buy you a drink?” 

“Tm Lisa. And you’re right; I’m alone right now. My boyfriend 
doesn’t get here until tomorrow. Still wanna buy me that drink?” 

“Sure I do. What?ll you have?” 

“Something fruity.” We both swam over to the bar and Chad got me 
a piña colada. “So, how long you been in Vegas?” I asked him. 

“Few days. And you, the same?” 

“Yeah.” 

We made some more conversation and had about 3 or 4 more drinks. I 
was a little tipsy at this point, since I’ d moved on from piña coladas to liquor. 
I think he finally picked up that he wasn’t going to get any, because he asked 
me, “And any of your friends here as well?” I guess that if he thought he 
couldn’t have me, he’d try to score with any of my friends — assuming they 
were as hot as I was, I’m sure. 

“Nope. Just me until tomorrow and then my boyfriend gets here.” 

“Yeah, that’s the second time you’ ve told me that. You trying to give me a 
hint or something?” 

“No. Just letting you know the situation. I wouldn’t want you to get the 
wrong idea.” 

“You know,” he said with a coy grin, “a lot of things can happen between 
now and tomorrow. We could have a lot of fun tonight. You like to party?” 

I knew where this was going, but I wasn’t one to get offended. “Sure, 

I like to party as much as the next gal. And a lot of things could happen, 
but that doesn’t mean they will.” 
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“You sure? I know for a fact that I could show you a good time. I don’t mean to 
brag or nuthin’, but I happen to have a 10-inch cannon and I know how to use it.” 

Wow, this guy was the king of subtlety. He was going for the Hail Mary, now that 
he had me a little liquored up. “Is that so?” I asked him. “You must be proud.” 

“Go ahead, feel free to verify.” He reached down and pulled his swim trunks out, 
I guess as an invitation to reach down and grab his member. It wasn’t at all required. 
After about the second drink he stopped looking at me and started staring at my 
chest. A minute or so later he was pitching a fairly big tent. Nevertheless, I decided 
to give him a thrill. I was seriously losing my inhibitions. 

“Mmm... You’ve got the hardware. But how do I know you know how to use it? 
How you gonna prove that?” 

“Why don’t we go upstairs to my room and Pll show you first-hand.” 

“T don’t think my boyfriend would appreciate that.” 

“Hey, you got nuthin’ to worry ‘bout from me. You know what they say... ‘What 
happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.’ I’m not gonna make any noise to anyone, least of 
all your boyfriend.” 

I was a little embarrassed that I was going to say yes to this hunk, but I decided 
that it was time for some raw uninhibited sex. It had been eight months since I 
fucked a really hot guy. Rob wasn’t the best lay in the world and, seeing that we 
were in Vegas, I decided to be a little naughty. “Ok, big boy. But I want to have 
something to eat first. Let’s meet up tonight, get some dinner, and then we’ll go from 
there.” 

He was actually quite surprised that I agreed. I suppose he was expecting me to 
slap him or turn him down and swim off. “You got it. I’m in room 20-102. You 
wanta meet me at seven?” 

“Sure. PI see you at your place at seven.” With that, I swam back to the steps 
and got out of the pool, grabbing my towel. Chad went back over by his friends and 
I saw them giving him the high-five. Clearly they were celebrating the fact that he 
was going to “score” with me tonight, but I was OK with it. As Jenna would have 
told me, I was due for some mindless sex. 

Fucking Robert, especially during the beginning of our relationship, was a bit 
odd. I won’t pretend it was any good — even though I’ve lied to Jenna about that. It’s 
a strange feeling having this big belly slap down on you when getting fucked from on 
top. Even when we did it doggy-style, his belly would always bounce against my 
ass, and it was a pretty strange feeling. I can’t say I liked it much. Nevertheless, I 
always put up with sex with him because everything else made up for it. But after six 
months of lousy sex, a girl’s gotta get it on. And that’s what I intended to do tonight. 
I was going to have this guy fuck me hard — hopefully enough to make up for the last 
six months and perhaps get me through another six months with Rob. 

I put on one of my hot little black tops, which looked positively stunning with my 
big new boobs. They were filling it out completely. I couldn’t very well wear a bra 
and even if I did, it wouldn’t feel very good right now. My boobs felt better after the 
swim, but they were still pretty sensitive. I didn’t want to try aggravating them any 


further. The doc told me that I could do whatever, but I just wanted to give them 
some healing time. It hurt a little bit when I walked due to the new bounce I had. 
Going braless made it even worse. When I was a C-cup, it wasn’t that big a deal to go 
without a bra for a day. Now it was clear that I’d need to go get some. I had to walk 
slowly or I’d be bouncing out of my shirt. 

I knocked on Chad’s door at about five minutes after seven and sure enough, he 
was ready to go. He looked positively mouthwatering in a tight blue short-sleeved 
shirt that was unbuttoned enough for me to see the top of his gorgeous chest. I could 
see he was admiring my chest too, as well as my new cleavage. “Hey Lisa, you look 
fantastic. You up for some sushi?” 

Now, ordinarily, I would’ve said yes in an instant to sushi, but I was eager to try 
out the “special features” of my new rack, so I’d need something a little bit more 
fatty. I was determined to stuff myself like a pig tonight and have all the weight go to 
all the right places. “Actually, I’m starved. How about something a bit more filling?” 

“Sure, no prob. How about Terrazza? My buddies and I ate there a couple of 
nights back. It’s a nice Italian place and its poolside.” 

“Ok, let’s go.” We headed downstairs and, luckily, were able to get a table 
fairly quickly. The place was packed. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised at the 
crowd for a Friday night. In any case, I made my decision quite easily after looking 
at the menu. I ordered the biggest and fattiest fettuccini alfredo that was on the menu 
— the one that was covered in cream sauce. Ordinarily, I’d be getting a salad and 
perhaps some seafood at a place like this. However, with my new fat-absorbing tits, 
I didn’t have to watch my weight. In fact, I was out to pack on a few pounds. 

Another great way to load on the calories is with alcohol, so I made sure to order 
wine both before and with my dinner. I had lost my buzz from the pool over the last 
couple hours, so I was ready for more. I could tell my date was very pleased with 
this. He kept signaling the waiter to refill my wine glass the moment it got low. After 
the second... or was it the third time? — the waiter figured out what he was up to and 
started keeping my glass full on his own. 

“Tt’s nice to have dinner with a girl who doesn’t eat like a bird. Women are 
always doing that when they go out to eat. It’s like they try to impress a guy with 
how little they can eat. It’s ridiculous.” Any other day, I’d be the same, but not 
tonight. 

“I agree one hundred percent! Let’s get dessert, k?” I had just finished my fettuccini 
and it was time to continue piling it on. 

“Sure thing. What are you in the mood for?” 

“Something rich.” 

“Wow, wouldn’t have guessed that. They have a chocolate cake here. Let’s do 
that.” 

“Okey-dokey.” I was getting a little bit tipsy after all that wine — really light 
headed. The waiter came back and asked Chad what we’d be having for dessert. 
“Let’s go with a nice dessert wine, something to go with that chocolate cake, which 
we’ ll be sharing.” 


“Just a minute there... The chocolate cake is forme. You’ll have to order something 
else.” 

The waiter chimed in at this point. “Ma’am, I assure you the cake is more than 
enough to share. You’ll notice the name of the dessert is the “Chocolate Vesuvius.’ 
It’s a six-layer mountain of chocolate cake filled with creamy chocolate sauce 
throughout the center. It could be easily shared between four guests.” 

I looked at him in an icy sort of way, “I want my own. Okay? I’m hungry.” 

“We’ve never had a single guest finish a Vesuvius, but I’d be more than happy to 
bring you your own ma’am.” 

My date was a bit surprised at my overt piggishness, but I think he was thinking it 
could be explained by my intoxication. The fact that I had eaten so much was actually 
slowing the rate of my drunkenness. If I had drank that many glasses of wine with 
just some salad and seafood, no doubt I’d be dancing on the tables at this point. He 
ordered himself a fruit tart and left me to have my cake alone. 

The waiter came back in a few minutes with our dessert wine, and Chad motioned 
for him to fill me a tall glass. I drank it enthusiastically and the waiter kept it topped 
off. By the time our desserts arrived, I had already drunk probably two more glasses 
of wine. When I saw the sheer massiveness of the dessert, I knew I’d have a challenge 
on my hands. It was indeed six layers of cake with molten chocolate separating the 
layers. 

“Just let me know if you need some help with that,” Chad said, as I started to dig 
in. The truth was that at this point, I was already stuffed. I could feel my stomach 
was already full of wine and fettuccini, but that wasn’t going to stop me. I was going 
to devour the entire cake. I was worried at first that I wouldn’t be able to accomplish 
this feat due to the physical limitations on my own stomach, but after my monster 
pee a few minutes earlier, I felt that my stomach was probably ready for some more 
intake. 

Even though I was close to being completely drunk at this point, I remembered 
from my health classes that a human stomach could expand to hold a full gallon of 
fluid. And since the cake was nowhere near the weight of a gallon of fluid, I thought 
I could probably make it if I tried hard. The numbing effect of the wine was probably 
helping as well. I felt a little tingly all over. I dug into that cake with a vengeance 
and by this time, I was attracting the attention of a good half of the restaurant — not to 
mention the surprise and amazement of my date. It was just a ridiculous sight to see 
this petite girl with a huge pile of chocolate in front of her. Exacerbating the 
ridiculousness of the situation was this big muscled hunk with a tiny fruit tart in front 
of him. It was a total role-reversal. 

“Jesus Christ, I’ve never seen a woman eat like that,” he said. 

“T told you I was hungry,” I mumbled out between bites. I didn’t want to pause 
too long and allow the stuffed feeling to catch up with me. So, I just kept on eating 
as quickly as possible and washed down the cake with wine. I was an eating machine. 
Five minutes later, I arrived at the bottom of the plate. I had actually finished that 
mountain of cake. I dropped my fork, “Done,” I said. 
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At this point the 
waiter called out the chef 
and a few others from the 
kitchen staff. They wanted to take | 
my picture. Apparently, I was the first 
person in the history of the restaurant to ever 
finish the Chocolate Vesuvius alone. I smiled 
politely for the camera and they took a picture of 
my empty plate and me. The chef asked me if I had 
any special conditions. They wanted to know how such 








a small girl could eat such a big dessert. I was a little too drunk to really respond. I 
think I mumbled out something, but I don’t recall. 

Chad helped me out of my chair and I looked down at my stomach at this point. I 
was positively bursting. It was seriously full — stretched to the limit. I had quite the 
potbelly at this point. I had trouble walking, but Chad helped me back up to his room 
and laid me down on his bed. “You know, the chef told me that cake had upwards of 
4000 calories. That’s like two days worth of food, not to mention all the fettuccini 
that you scarfed down. Never in my life have I seen a girl eat that much — not even a 
fat one. You’re gonna pack on like 5 pounds from that.” I don’t remember much 
after that. I think I passed out shortly after laying down on his bed. 
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Chapter V: Rest, Sex & Relaxation 


When I woke up the next morning, I was naked and I had a righteous hangover. 
My stomach hurt like hell also. I rolled over and saw Chad still sleeping. He was 
nude as well. I could see my dress sprawled over on a chair next to Chad’s clothes. 
I woke him up and told him to go get me some Pepto-Bismol and some aspirin from 
the pharmacy downstairs. He grudgingly obliged, threw some clothes on, and went 
downstairs. He came back about ten minutes later with the medicine and handed it to 
me. 

“So, what happened last night,” I asked him. I had no clue, really. I was totally 
hung-over and had no memory after passing out on Chad’s bed. 

“You don’t remember anything?” he asked incredulously. 

“Nothing. Did we fuck or what?” 

“Damn right. And it was totally hot. I guess you were pretty shitfaced last night. 
And Jesus Christ, do you remember how much damn food you ate. Holy shit! You 
set a fucking record at that restaurant.” 

“Yeah, I remember that. Just not much after that, though. You used a condom, 
right?” 

“Of course. Don’t worry about that. So, how do you feel this morning? Pretty 
messed up, eh?” 

“Yeah, I have a pretty bad hangover. Look, I’m going to go back to my room, 
okay. I need to get cleaned up. Pll see you around, okay.” 

“No prob. Give me a buzz if you want to hook-up later. My buddies and I are 
going to do some gambling or something. Maybe I’ll see you around.” 

“Yeah, maybe,” I said in a non-committal tone. I was a little disappointed about 
my own behavior last night. I shouldn’t have drank so much. I didn’t even remember 
getting fucked and I totally felt like shit. This is not the way it was supposed to go. 
Now I had a terrible stomachache and a pulsing headache. What I needed right now 
was to relax. 

I gathered my clothes and went back to my suite to change. Robert wasn’t going 
to arrive until sometime this evening after his golf game, so I changed clothes, took 
a shower, and called down to the spa. What I needed was a serious massage and 
some big-time pampering. That would help me with my headache. I called down to 
make an appointment, “Hi there, I’d like to come in right away for a massage and 
whatever else you can do to make me feel better.” 

“Sorry ma’am, we don’t have anyone available right now.” 

“Look, I’ve got a serious hangover right now and I need a massage right away. 
This is a spa emergency. You’ll just have to fit me in.” 

“Why don’t you come on down and we’|l see what we can do.” 

“Okay, will do.” When I arrived, the receptionist told me to go relax in the jacuzzi 
or the sauna for 30 minutes and then they’d have someone available for me. I obliged 
and found the jacuzzi very relaxing. I used the opportunity to take notice of my 
body. My stomach was back closer to its normal size — having done most of its work 
digesting all that food last night while I slept. My boobs, however, were clearly 
enlarged. Instead of feeling heavy around the mid-section, like I did last night, I felt 
heavy up top. I was pretty sure that I’d put on some weight already. I walked over to 
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the scale that was in 

the locker room and — sure 

enough — I was two pounds 
heavier. If all was going as 
planned, that would mean that I’d have 
about one and three-fourths of a pound of 
new boob. It sure felt that way. My tits 

certainly looked bigger. If I had to guess, I'd 

say I was probably a F-cup by now. 

When my masseuse called me for my massage, I 
quickly excited the jacuzzi and put my white robe back 
on. I arrived at the massage room, disrobed, and tucked 
myself under the massage table blanket while the masseuse 
waited outside. Now, lots of women prefer to get female 
masseuses because it makes them feel more comfortable — less 
sexual tension in the room — but I was the opposite. At this point, I 
could have gone with anyone for this massage, since I felt like shit. 
However, I was pleased to get a guy. In some ways I felt sorry for 
them. They spent all day cracking their knuckles on fat ugly middle- 
aged women. I wondered if they even got turned on touching women 
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after getting home. You’d think it would numb their senses somewhat. l 
When the guy walked in, I opened my eyes to look at him as he walked f 
in. Laying on my back, I realized quite quickly that my view was significantly ; 


obstructed by my twin peaks, which were covered by a towel at the moment.  *¥ 
Nevertheless, there was no denying the sheer quantity of boob that was 
underneath. It turned me on a little to think that I didn’t have a good view of 
my feet anymore when I lay on my back. My boobs were really getting big. 

As his soothing hands made their way across my body, I was in total heaven. 
The massage oil, combined with his skilled touch, was relaxing me to an amazing 
degree. When his hands arrived close to my breasts he asked me, “Would you 
like me to massage your chest?” I suppose it was policy to ask the client before 
moving on to a sensitive area. I wasn’t about to deny him access — this guy 
knew how to use his hands. 

“Yes, of course. Just be gentile.” I knew my skin was still going to be 
pretty tight after packing on all that new boobflesh last night. Sure enough, 
he was a master and worked my tits like a charm. My nipples were getting 
hard and I was getting seriously aroused. Having my boobs massaged like 
this just felt so damn good. I opened my eyes just a bit and took a 
clandestine peek at his package. I thought that he might have been turned 
on as well. Well, let me tell you, was he ever. His pants had a huge 
bulge in them. He looked like he was going to burst right out of them. 

I decided I’d go for the gold. I was disappointed that I didn’t 





















remember anything from last night and all this rubbing of my tits was making me 
super-horny. 

“Any chance I can get any extra services,” I asked him. I reached with my hand 
and grabbed his shorts right where it counted. 

“We’re not supposed to, but I’m going to make an exception. They can fire me. 
You are so fucking hot.” 

“Shut up and fuck me. I need youin me now.” He didn’t need any more convincing. 
He striped his shorts off, pulled my towel aside and plunged himself inside me. His 
dick felt fantastic. As he thrust up and down he was hitting me in all the right places. 
He put his hands down on the massage table to help keep his balance, but I’d have 
none of that. 

“Don’t stop touching my tits. Massage me.” We rolled over with him still inside 
me so that I was on top. I let him lie down and his newly freed hands skillfully 
fondled my tits as I impaled myself on his member repeatedly. Another minute of 
this and I exploded into an orgasm. I continued to thrust up and down on him and 
dismounted when he told me he was going to blow his load. He shot a huge load of 
cum straight across the room. “That was amazing,” I said. 

“Damn straight,” he replied. “P1 clean up in here. Why don’t you go back to the 
locker room and change. My name’s Brad, by the way, if you feel like another 
massage during your stay — or anything else for that matter. Just call the spa and ask 
for me.” I was really starting to love Vegas — all these hot guys everywhere. I also 
didn’t feel the slightest amount of guilt either. I wanted to fuck this guy, and so I did 
it. I knew I was being unfaithful to Robert, but I didn’t care. I think my boobs were 
really causing me to lose some of my inhibitions. Either that or they were bringing 
out an entirely new side of my personality. Whatever the case, one thing was clear — 
I was doing what I wanted to do when I wanted to do it. I wasn’t letting the wants or 
constraints of others hold me back — and I was loving it! 
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Chapter VI: Robert’s Arrival 


Back in the suite, I watched some TV, relaxed some more in the hot tub, and made 
sure to snack throughout my lazy day. I wasn’t done expanding my tits yet — not by 
a long shot — and so I was trying my best to eat like a pig. I was long past the point 
of being full, both last night and today. The meal I had last night could have sustained 
me for a week, but I was still stuffing my face today. I positively loved the feel of my 
new breasts. By now the swelling was pretty much gone and they felt very natural. I 
suppose there was no reason for them not to feel natural — they were natural — they 
were made up of my own boobflesh. This was just one of the reasons why I was so 
happy with my new tits. I could squeeze them, mash them together, and create a 
beautiful canyon of cleavage without feeling some nasty water bag that was sloshing 
around inside my chest. It was all me! 

I was in the hot tub in our oversized bathroom when I heard the door opening. 
“Who is it?” I shouted out. 

“Tts just me, hon,” was the reply. It was Robert. He finally arrived. “Where are 
you?” 

“In the hot tub, relaxing.” He walked in the bathroom. My two new fleshy 
friends were hidden along with the rest of me under a layer of bubbles, obscuring 
Robert’s view. 

“That looks relaxing. Maybe PII join you.” 

“Ttis and you should.” A minute or so later he was back in the bathroom — disrobed 
and ready to hop in. He was in for a surprise. He sat across me at first, closed his 
eyes, and relaxed as we both let the jets massage our naked bodies. I’d had a lot of 
massaging today, but there was not such thing as too much massage — whether it be 
by a person or by a spa jet. 

“Made any progress yet looking for a doctor? What are you going to do, by the 
way, once you find one? Come back out here for the operation?” 

It was time to give him his big surprise. “I made a little progress,” I told him. “I 
don’t know what I'll do. I hadn’t really thought about it. I guess I’ll have to. Hey, 
you wanna fool around?” 

“I won’t say no to that. Come on over here you sexy thing.” I swam across the 
spa slowly, making sure to only keep my head above water. I didn’t want to spoil the 
surprise. When I reached him, I stayed about a foot away from him and then grabbed 
his member. It wasn’t hard yet — I’d have to change that. I put my feet down and 
ascended from the water slowly, making sure to watch his reaction. This was going 
to be priceless. 

His eyes practically popped out of his socket as he saw my huge new F-cup tits. 
“Holy shit. You got your implants already! Damn that was —mmm,” he tried to say, 
before I cut him off by shoving my tits in his face. 

“Silly boy...” I said as seductively as possible, “mouths are for sucking, not 
talking.” He got the message real quick and started to suck them. By now his dick 


27 


was standing firm at full attention, just like a good soldier. And it was about to be 
marched into my barracks. Before I had time, though, he put his hands on my ass and 
pulled me closer. He slipped himself inside me and we started fucking. I always 
found sex underwater to be fun. We wasted no time at all. I think at this point Rob 
wasn’t really controlling what he was doing. He was acting more on animal instinct. 
Normally he was very deliberate about sex, taking his time, doing a lot of rubbing 
and petting. Now he just wanted to fuck and suck — and he was doing both with quite 
a bit of gusto. I tried to lean down to kiss him, but he’d have none of that. His face 
was buried in my tits, and he wasn’t coming out for air. 

We fucked for probably four or five minutes before he blew his load inside me. 
The fact that we were in the spa made for an easy clean-up. I sat there for a little 
while, letting his cum dribble out of me while he continued to suck and fondle my 
tits. IfI didn’t know better, I’d have guessed he wanted to go at it a second time, but 
that was way beyond Robert’s capability. “Amazing,” he said after dislodging his 
face from my boob. “Just amazing. You know, they look and they feel fantastic. You 
were right about coming here. I don’t think I ever thought they’d feel that good. I 
couldn’t even feel the implant.” 

“T told you...” I said. I wasn’t about to reveal my experimental surgery just yet. I 
was fine with letting him think I had conventional implants. I was still going to fuck 
with his head a little. “This is definitely the place to find a surgeon. I did my scouting 
the first few days here and then I had the operation a couple of days ago. I wanted to 
surprise you.” 

“Well, I’m certainly surprised. You didn’t call me to get it paid for. How’d you 
pay for it?” 

“I put it on my credit card. I was hoping you could just pay me back. I didn’t 
want to call you and ruin the surprise. I thought it’d be more exciting if I just threw 
my tits in your face.” 

“Yes, that’s fine. And yes, it was more surprising — a very pleasant surprise. They 
look fantastic. You’re happy with them, I hope? They’re pretty big, you know. 
That’s the size you were going for?” 

“Yeah, it is. You gotta problem with that?” I asked skeptically, furrowing my 
eyebrows. 

“Not at all,” he replied. He better not! Obviously he didn’t have a problem with 
them when he had his face buried in them a few minutes ago. “I just wanted to make 
sure they were the size you requested from the surgeon. I wouldn’t have imagined 
you wanted to go that large. I’m really just surprised, that’s all. 

“Well, I hope you can get used to them, because they’re not going anywhere.” 

“Yes, don’t worry about that. You want room service? I don’t feel like going 
anywhere tonight.” 

“My thoughts exactly,” I told him. In truth, I wasn’t hungry at all, but that wasn’t 
going to stop me. I ordered another fatty plate with plenty of mashed potatoes and 
other starchy carbs and chocolate again for dessert. I was going to have another 3500 
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calorie day, which is probably twice would I would be eating on a normal pre-boob 
day. Now that my boobs were fat-suckers, I needed to make sure they were well fed, 
which wouldn’t be a problem tonight either. After a very filling dinner and plenty of 
dessert, Robert and I went to bed with me cradling the big bulge in my stomach. 
Robert was surprised at how much I ate, just like Chad was last night. I didn’t go 
totally overboard like I did last night — having an entire cake myself — but I ate way 
more than Robert had ever seen me eat before. 

“You’re ravenous tonight,” he said. 

“Yeah, I don’t know why, but I’ve just been really hungry lately. I’ve done a lot 
of working out at the gym here, some swimming, and I think its really making me 
hungry.” Whoa, that was such a big whopper. I’ve literally done nothing since 
getting here. I’d been sitting on my ass the whole time. I hadn’t worked out at all, 
which was totally unusual for me. But I wasn’t really interested in that. Now I saw 
working out in a whole different light — every step on the Stairmaster, push-up, or lap 
in the pool would literally eat away at my boobs. As the doctor told me, not only 
would I gain the majority of my weight in my boobs, I’d also lose the majority of the 
weight there too. I wasn’t about to let that happen. I was on a quest for a really big 
bust and I wouldn’t let exercise chip away at that or even slow me down. Nope, I was 
going to be a lazy girl for the foreseeable future. 
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Chapter VII: Filling Out 


In the morning, this being Sunday now, I got an interesting call from Jenna. She 
was pretty upset with me for bailing on her and our plans for Florida. Originally, we 
were all going to go to Florida and have a typical spring break. “You totally screwed 
me over,” she said. 

“Look, I got the chance to get my tits done and I took it. You knew I wanted this.” 

“Yeah, but I didn’t think this was going to be such an urgent thing that you bail on 
the last week of school and then spend your spring break in Vegas. You know I can’t 
afford a place in Florida now. We were going to split the hotel 50/50. I can’t cover 
100%.” 

“T totally have the solution! You ought to come here and stay in the suite here at 
Caesars!” 

“Eww... with you and Robert?” 

“No dufus! He’s leaving on Sunday. He doesn’t have a spring break, remember. 
Pll be here all by myself the next week. You could totally crash here. Just come up 
here and get your own place for Sunday or else come up on Monday. That would 
rule! We’d own this town. Tell Vicki to come on up too! The three of us would have 
a blast here. And this suite sleeps like eight, so there’s no worries.” 

“Serious? We’d have a suite at Caesars? That would be beyond cool.” 

“Well, I haven’t asked Robert yet... P’ ve only alluded to the fact that I want to 
stay here longer, but I can convince him.” 

“Yeah? You sure.” 

“Positive. I own him now.” 

“Jesus, Lisa. What’s that all about?” 

I laughed a little. I couldn’t wait to see Jenna’s reaction to my new bod. “You'll 
see when you get here. Gotta go! Come on up here today or tomorrow!” 

“Okay, see you there. Pl call you later.” 


After hanging up with Jenna, I walked into the bathroom, took off my nightshirt 
and had a look-see at my boobs. Again, they were bigger. Not by much this time. 
All my eating yesterday probably added a quarter pound to my boobs, though. In 
fact, I knew that at this point that I'd need some new tops. I had only one really 
baggy tank top that fit me. And it was baggy before my boobs started busting out 
with a vengeance. Now it was tight on me. I looked like I was ready to pop a tit right 
out. I had absolutely zero bras that fit either. And unlike girls who got traditional 
implants, my tits weren’t riding high up by my neck. They looked normal. They 
bounced when I walked. I was going to need some support. It was clear to me that 
I’d need to do some shopping. 

Robert wasn’t awake yet, so I couldn’t ask him for some cash. Instead, I left a 
note telling him I went down for some breakfast. I was going to eat alone this morning. 
I didn’t want him to see me making a pig of myself for two straight meals — he’d start 
to get suspicious, if not worried about me. I went downstairs to one of the buffets, 
but there was a huge line, probably 30 minutes long. I wasn’t about to wait in that 
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just to get a spot. It was time to try out my new assets in a real-world situation. I 
walked up to the front of the line and I saw there were a host and a hostess seating 
guests. I made an immediate beeline to the host and said in my nicest tone, “Hi there. 
I’m staying in the duplex suite in the forum tower. I was hoping you could get me 
seated. I’m really hungry.” 

“Sure thing, miss. Come right this way. He pulled my chair out and seated me, 
and I made sure to thank him and let him get in an obligatory view of my ever- 
growing cleavage. The tops of my boobs were popping out of my tank top, so I 
couldn’t have stopped him from looking even if I wanted to, but in all, I think it was 
probably a fair trade. I got seated early, and I made his day just a little brighter. 

After getting my mountain of food, I placed my drink order — a glass of water and 
a glass of OJ. I was getting exceptional service as well, which was unusual for a 
buffet. The waiter in my section never let either of my glasses go empty. He was 
always hovering overhead, anxious to fill them right back up. I already liked the new 
treatment I was getting. Before I could never command so much attention. Sure, I 
was damn hot, but big boobs just seem to have a magnetic effect on men — much 
more so than good looks alone. 

I was starting to get more attention from the guys sitting around me as well. My 
“aura of influence” was increasing. I was even getting a few daggers from the girls 
as well. I suppose I’d have to get used to this kind of treatment. I was really getting 
to be damn hot, so I was bound to cause some jealousy among the insecure members 
of the female sex. Truth is, I really didn’t give a shit. That was a small price to pay 
for looking like a goddess. I think I might have even liked it a little. 

After finishing my plate of fatty food — eggs, bacon, sausage, potatoes, rolls, 
doughnuts, and a lot more — I made my way back to my room. I felt like I was going 
to tip over from all the food, but I managed. I was getting used to this “hyperfull” 
feeling, and I was even starting to like it a little. Each time I stuffed myself, I always 
had this little feeling in the back of my head that I was going to regret it, like I was 
going to give myself a fat ass or something. But each time it was always for nothing. 
My stomach would always deflate and my boobs would inflate in its place. 

The simple fact is that this new form of breast enlargement was a total success — 
and I was going to be the poster girl. It worked so well, in fact, that I was a little upset 
that other girls would soon be getting the same procedure. After the FDA approved 
this procedure, it would obviously become the most popular method of breast 
enlargement. I mean, why would anyone go through major surgery and have 
themselves implanted with water balloons when you could naturally control your 
own breast size through eating. Nevermind the fact that this procedure would let all 
those women who had problems with their weight gain in all the right places. I mean, 
how much longer would it be until women only gain weight in their tits and ass? 
We’ll all be Dolly Parton and Jennifer Lopez hybrids, walking around with huge 
racks and giant asses. 

Poor men... they’ II still look like Santa Claus when they gain weight and we’ ll be 
sex-bombs. Well, I was certainly going to take advantage of my advantage while I 
still had it. Who knew how long it would be until other women started getting this 


procedure in droves, but I was one of the first and I was going to get myself to a nice 
hefty size before the whole country started gaining cup-sizes. 

When I got back to the room I saw that Robert was up and moving around. He 
was reading the copy of The Wall Street Journal that was delivered outside our suite 
this morning. He apparently saw my note and had ordered room service for himself. 
“How was your breakfast? Have you been up long?” 

“No, not long. Breakfast was fine. You know, today is our last day here together. 
Why don’t we hit the town before you have to go back to work. We can spend the 
whole day together.” 

“That was my plan,” he said. “Hey, what are you doing about spring break, by the 
way. Weren’t you going to Florida or something? Are you flying out of here tomorrow 
or coming back with me?” 

“Actually, I was meaning to talk to you about that. My surgeon wanted me to stay 
in town for observation just in case something went wrong. If something happened 
he wants to be able to see me right away. Truthfully, I feel pretty good, but he was 
pretty insistent. I have an appointment to go back and see him on Thursday.” 

“Oh, I see,” he said. 

“Tf it’s okay with you, I’d like to just stay here for the week. Is that alright?” 

“You really need all this space?” 

“Yeah, I invited Jenna and Vicki up to stay here.” 

“I don’t know if I like that idea.” 

“Well, I thought it would be a good idea to have some friends nearby just incase 
there were any complications. Besides, it’s not like we’re going to go crazy. It’s 
three girls who will probably spend most of the time gossiping.” 

“Well, I suppose that could be okay. But absolutely none of their guy friends in 
the suite. I don’t want to turn this place into a college party and then get a bill for all 
the damage. Believe me, I know what college guys are capable of. I used to be one, 
remember?” 

“T know, and don’t worry about that. No boys in the room, I promise. So, what do 
you want to do today?” I asked him. 

“T’m up for anything. I’d like to go see a Cirque show tonight, though. We could 
check out some of the hotels, gamble a little, whatever. This was pretty last minute 
for me, so I really don’t have anything planned.” 

“No worries. I think Pll have to decline on the Cirque show, however. All my 
nice evening clothes just aren’t going to fit anymore,” I told him, pointing at my 
chest. “In fact, this is the only top that fits me anymore, and it’s barely keeping up.” 

“Here’s what we’ll do. I’m going to go and play some blackjack, and I'll let you 
go shopping for a dress for tonight and some new tops. Your breasts are really popping 
out of that thing. I can see that this time, you really do need some new clothes. We’ ll 
meet up in a few hours, okay?” 

“Sure,” I told him. “Sounds good to me.” Rob finished up his morning rituals, 
got himself dressed, and then we headed downstairs to the casino floor. 


Our first stop was at the casino credit office. Robert was an expert blackjack 
player and it was not unusual for him play with the big boys. When he came to 


32 


Vegas, he’d always stay at Caesar’s, and he always played blackjack. He addressed 
the girl at the counter, “Hello, I’m Robert Nestman. I’d like to take out a marker.” 

The girl at the counter punched his name into the computer and apparently they 
already had his information on file. “Welcome back Mr. Nestman. And how much 
would you like this morning?” 

Robert turned to me and asked discretely, “How much do I owe you for... you 
know,” he dropped his eyes from my face to my chest. I knew what he was asking. 

“Fifty-five hundred total.” 

He turned back to the credit office. “I’ll take fifteen thousand in chips and ten 
thousand in cash.” 

“Certainly sir,” she said, handing hima form. “T ll just need you to sign right here 
acknowledging the receipt of the funds. I’m sure you know already, but the marker 
will need to be paid before you checkout from the hotel. And if there’s anything I can 
do for you, please let me know.” 

Robert handed me over $10,000 in cash and I stuffed it in my purse. “Fifty-five 
hundred to pay you back and the rest is for your shopping. Have fun. With any luck, 
my blackjack winnings will cover it.” 

“Thanks hon,” I said, still stuffing the wad of hundred dollar bills into my purse. 
I gave him a kiss and then walked toward the shops. I wasn’t about to go crazy and 
blow all that cash on clothes. In fact, I was only going to get something for tonight 
and a few other casual tops for the next week. I had no idea how much I was going 
to continue to grow, so I decided that it probably wouldn’t be the best idea to go hog- 
wild on clothes right now and then have them all not fit me the next morning. 

My first stop was at lingerie store on the west side of the shopping complex. I 
was really excited just walking in. I couldn’t wait to see what size I’d end up at. I 
looked around and found one of the roving saleswomen and asked her for some help 
finding something. “I’m looking for something that will stop my girls from bouncing 
all over the place. But I don’t want anything ugly.” 

The saleswoman was young, probably a year or two older than me. She had a 
pretty good bustline by societal standards — meaning a full C-cup. “Well, let me see 
what we can find. I think we have something that might work. What size are you?” 

“T’m not really sure. It really depends on what brand of bra I buy,” I told her. 

“Ok, no problems there. Let me get my tape measure and we’ll do a measurement 
and go from there.” She went back to the counter and returned with a tape measure, 
which she proceeded to wrap around me, directly below my boobs. She then moved 
it upwards and let out a considerable amount more to measure around the fullest part 
of my breasts. Her eyes rolled into the top of her head — I could see she was doing the 
math. “Okay, your band size is thirty-two and your cup size is right in-between a F 
and an G cup. I see what you mean about different brands fitting differently. Since 
you’re between sizes, it must be pretty difficult to find something that fits right.” 

I played along, “Oh yeah, you have no idea.” 

“Well, why don’t you just wait here for one sec. Ill go in back and see what we 
have in a F or G. To tell you the truth, we don’t have much in your size. But, Ill see 
what I can find.” 
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“Thanks,” I told her as she was 
walking away. She returned a few 
minutes later with a handful of very 
large looking bras. The cups of the 
bras were started to look more like 
miniature parachutes rather than 
bra-cups. I guess it was going to 
take a lot more material to hold my 
girls in place. “I got some Fs and 
some Gs.” I looked through the pile 
and picked out a couple of the G- 
cup bras. I figured that if I was 
between an F and a G today, by 
tomorrow or the next day I’d be a 
full G-cup, so I wasn’t going to 
bother with the F-cups. 

“Thanks, I’ll take these two.” I 
took them from her and went to 
checkout. I was easily the bustiest 
girl in the store. The couple behind 
me was staring at the size of the bras 
I was buying. Looking at them was 
somewhat of a silly sight. I’d never 
seen bras this big before and they 
looked quite ridiculous. It was hard 
to imagine having so much boob in 
order to necessitate bras this big, but 
I truly did need it. My breasts were 
big and getting bigger and they’d 
need all the support they could get. 
Already my back was feeling a little 
sore from carrying around a couple 
extra pounds up top. 

I made a couple other stops at 
various clothing stores and got three 
tops plus a stunning dress for 
tonight. It was clear that the dress 
was made for girls like me. The top 
of the dress was extremely baggy, 
leaving plenty of room for my 
oversized rack, but the rest hugged 
my body very tightly, showing off 
my curves. It was exactly what I 


needed. If anything, 

it was a little too baggy up 

top, something that I was going 

to endeavor to remedy before our 
night out tonight. 

Near the center of the mall was a 
restaurant called “The Cheesecake Factory,” 
which served a huge variety of, you guessed it, 
cheesecakes. I had a seat and ordered a whole `% À 
cheesecake. The waitress was more than a little fi l 
shocked. She was flat as a board and I imagined that living 
in this town, with such an abundance of stacked girls 
everywhere, it made here extremely jealous. She made a snide 
comment, “Careful, you’re going to ruin your figure with that.” 

What I wanted to say was that at least I had a figure to ruin, but 
I didn’t. My mother brought me up better than that. “I have an 
exceptional metabolism. Don’t worry about me. I could eat three of —_— 
these.” She returned a few minutes later with my cheesecake and I dug i 
in. I was becoming quite the expert at these binge sessions. One of the | j | | 
keys was to not drink so much beforehand. I found that out the first dinner 
with Chad. It just limits the amount of food you can stuff into your belly. 
So, I made sure not to drink anything, not even to wash down my food. 
After five or six minutes, I had done it. I scarfed down the entire cheesecake 
and I was ready to burst. I paid my bill and got out of there before I got any 
more nasty looks. 

At this point, what I really needed was to lie down. I was due to meet up 
with Robert in a couple hours. I went back to my room and plopped down on 
my bed, trying to keep myself from throwing up. My stomach was really 
bursting at the seams. As I laid there, I dozed off and on, even though I’d just 
woke up no more than five hours ago. I suspect that my full stomach was 
drawing all my blood away from my head as it went to work digesting that 
cheesecake. Again, I felt really good eating all this food and just the feeling 
afterwards was fantastic as well. It was getting downright addictive. I was 
really enjoying myself. I could see now why fat people are always eating to 
the point of bursting. It feels really good to be 100% satiated. 

I woke up two hours later and, much to my surprise, I felt a little hungry. 

I didn’t really feel full at all, not like I did before. I put on one of my new 
G-cup bras and one of my new tops, which fit very well. The bra was 
only a little lose, but not much. I could tell that I was now much 
closer to a G than I was an F. In fact, the F probably would have 
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been too tight now. Looking myself in the mirror with that G-cup wonder was certainly 
a sight to behold. The bra hoisted up my melon-sized boobs and smashed them 
together, creating a valley of cleavage that was positively succulent. I looked so 
good I was about to drool on myself. I slipped into my new dress and, sure enough, 
it looked a little less baggy up top. There were still a few creases in the fabric that left 
room for a little more growth. I’d have to get working on that. No way was I going 
to let this dress tease me. I’d be busting out of it in no time! 

It would still be another couple hours before Robert would finish with his gambling, 
so I decided to get back to work. I ordered up some fatty snacks and desserts from 
room service and started myself a bath. I left the door open a crack so the room 
service guy could come in. In about five minutes, he appeared with his cart of 
chocolates, cheeses, and pastries. I shouted for him to come in — shouting was 
necessary in this suite, it was that big — and close the door behind him. I told him I 
was in the jacuzzi and that he should come into the bathroom and leave the food in 
there. He obliged and politely obscured his eyes as I rose out of the spa just a little bit 
so I could sign the room service form. “I would have put a towel on, but I’m feeling 
lazy. You guys make these jacuzzis too comfortable, I didn’t want to get out.” 

“No need to explain, ma’am. Nota problem. Just give us a call when you’d like 
us to come and pick-up the tray.” 

After he left, I started in on all the chocolate and cheeses. I started thinking to 
myself — Okay, how many sins am I committing right now? Certainly gluttony, I was 
eating like a pig and I didn’t need this food at all. Sloth too. I could be out doing 
something productive, but I was being pretty lazy just laying around here in the 
jacuzzi. I was doing this in order to get bigger tits, so that’s vanity right there. Wow, 
three at the same time. That’s pretty good. But I’m sure I could do better. I just 
realized... lust, the craving of pleasures of the body, was another one. I started to 
finger myself with my free hand, while my other hand kept shoving the food in my 
mouth. Now I was committing four sins at once — delicious! What else... greed was 
another one. I was defiantly greedy in the boob department. I wanted more up top 
than anyone else that I knew, so certainly that qualified. I was also envious of the 
girls that had those monster racks. I was envious of the girl at Olympic Gardens the 
other night. Even though I was growing rapidly, she still had a few cup sizes on me. 
I brought myself to orgasm in a few short minutes. Now that was fun. My pursuit of 
boobs was driving me to commit six of the seven deadly sins. That excited me. It felt 
gooooood to be a sinner. I didn’t really have an interest in the last one... wrath. [had 
no desire to get violent with anybody. But the other six were harmless. 

After my orgy of food and pleasure in the jacuzzi, I got dressed, went down to the 
casino floor and browsed around a little. I wanted to see if I could catch Robert 
anywhere. Sure enough, he was parked at the $500 table and he had his pile of chips 
next to him. I couldn’t make it out from this far, but it looked like he had quite a 
stack. When I got closer, I could see that he was doing considerably well. “Hey 
there! You’re really cleaning up!” 

“Damn straight. I’m on a roll. P’ m up about $15,000 and counting.” 

"Wow! Congratulations! Give me some of these chips.” 

“What? What are you talking about?” 
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“Hand ‘em over. I want you to give me $25,000. I’m going to take it straight to 
the cashier and pay off your marker.” 

“Just relax, okay.” 

“Look, Robert, this is not up for debate. I’m going to make sure you don’t lose a 
single penny today. Now give me the $25,000.” He looked at me and saw that I was 
dead serious. He gave me some of the larger denomination chips and I took them 
back to the cashier. The girl tried to give me a hard time at first, since she wanted 
Robert to sign the form, but I signed in his place and she gave me a receipt showing 
that Robert’s balance with the casino was back down to zero. 

One thing I knew for sure was that when you’re up, its best to put your original 
money away and only risk your winnings. I would never claim to be an expert 
blackjack player, but I had a six-sense about certain things. I never let myself get in 
trouble with money, even as many college students were racking up credit card debt. 
The same extended to casinos as well. They could really run away with your money 
if you weren’t careful and I was going to make sure that Robert was careful. 

I went back to the blackjack table and took a seat next to Robert. Without the 
$25,000 stack of chips, he didn’t look like such a winner. It was a little pathetic 
really. He only had about ten $500 chips left. He started in on a little bit of a losing 
streak and gambled his way down to about $2000. At that point, he saw how little he 
had remaining and called it a night. I reminded him of the time as well. We’d need 
to leave for our show soon. 
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Chapter VIII: The Argument 


“T probably would have kept going if you didn’t take all those chips back. You 
look at the stack and you think you’ve won a lot more than you really have. You 
turned my chips in?” 

“Yes, all twenty-five thousand worth. You’re free and clear.” 

“Good. Let’s head over to the Bellagio and see the show. By the way, that dress 
looks fantastic. You just got that this afternoon?” 

“Yes, at the shops here in Caesar’s. I got some tops and bras as well.” 

“Padded bras?” he asked, a little bewildered. 

“No. You think I need padded bras?” 

“No, of course not. It’s just that you look even bigger than you did when I saw 
you last night. Maybe it’s my eyes playing tricks on me.” 

“Maybe. My doctor said I’d have some swelling.” 

“But shouldn’t that have gone down by now? I mean it’s been what, several days 
now, right?” 

“Yeah, but sometimes the swelling can get worse before it gets better. Could be 
the bra I’m wearing too. I think it’s a push-up of some kind.” 

“Mmm, I see. Well, you look larger.” 

“T hope that’s not a problem. I thought you liked girls heavy on top. You still 
think it was a good idea to go through with the surgery, right?” 

“No, don’t get me wrong. I’m not having second thoughts. I just think you went 
really, really big. I mean, any bigger and people are going to think that I’m paying 
for your company. Did you ever think of that?” 

“T really couldn’t give a shit if people think I’m a stripper. I like how I look.” I 
was getting a little annoyed with him. He had better get used to my boobs. I was 
going to go a lot bigger than this. “Besides, I didn’t hear you complaining when you 
were sucking my tits last night.” 

“Ok, shhh... calm down. I’m not trying to upset you.” I suppose I was a little too 
loud. A few people were looking at us, others couldn’t help but laugh a little. “Look, 
we'll talk about this later, okay? This is my last night here, so let’s just enjoy our 
evening.” 

“Good.” 


The Cirque show was excellent; I expected no less. After the show we went to a 
great restaurant in the Bellagio and for the third time today, I filled myself up like a 
pig. Robert resisted the urge to make a comment, since he’d already pissed me off 
with his commentary about my enlarging-boobs. After dinner, we headed back to 
our suite and we got ready for bed. I disrobed in front of him, sliding the dress off of 
my G-cup rack. I was making good progress. After ending the operation as a DD- 
cup, I had advanced through the alphabet to a G and I knew that by tomorrow morning, 
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this bra would 
fit well —it wouldn’t 

be lose anymore. By the 
next day, I’d be filling it out 
quite nicely. Things were going 
great. My boobs were filling up exactly 
like I wanted them to. 

Robert looked at my tits as I unfastened my 
new bra and he knew they were bigger. Last night 
when I fucked him in the jacuzzi, I was an F-cup and 
today I was a large G-cup. Although that’s only one 
bra-size in difference, there was a big difference in sizes. 
Once you get to an F, it takes a lot more breast to take you to 
a G than it does to go from a C toa D. It was getting close to 
impossible for me to gain a cup size per day, like I was before. But 
by no means does that mean my boobs weren’t getting bigger. If I 
was large yesterday, I was positively huge today. 

My two G-cup boobs were each about the size of my head — they 
were only a little smaller. The sheer size of my boobs fascinated me. I 
put my hands underneath them, cupping them as best as I could. They 
spilled over each side of my hands as I tried to lift them, to feel their weight. 

They were heavy and with my bra off, I could feel just how large they were. 

My fingers pressed into my boobs as I squeezed them, feeling their texture. It ¥ 
turned me on to know there was no implant floating around inside me. This 
was all me. Robert looked on, wide-eyed as I was holding my boobs in my 
hands. He wished it were his hands engulfed in my overflowing mass of tit. 

When we were in bed, Robert kept inching his way over towards me. I 
wasn’t very happy with him right now, but I decided I’d do him anyway. I 
never turned down my boyfriends for sex —it was a policy I had. I turned over, 
pressed my massive chest up against him and he got hard within seconds. I 
was still going to give him a hard time, though. “It looks like some parts of 
you aren’t upset with my chest-size,” I said, grabbing his dick. “You don’t 
usually get so hard so quickly.” 

“I’m sorry, I was out of line tonight.” 

“Damn right,” I said, as I pushed him down on the bed. I threw myself 
on top of him, pushing his member inside me. I rode him hard and left 
his hands free to fondle my tits, which he did with enthusiasm. He 
mashed them together, squeezed them, and sucked them as I rode 
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him as hard as I could. He exploded inside me after just a few short minutes. It was 
clear Robert was a tit-man. My new rack could turn him hard in seconds and when I 
rubbed my boobs all over him, allowed him to squeeze, and stroke them, he would 
blow his load faster than he ever had before. 

We fell asleep spooning, with his arm over me and around my right tit. He never 
used to like to cuddle that much after sex, but now he couldn’t keep his hands off my 
tits. I didn’t mind. I knew that Robert was leaving tomorrow and I’d be spending the 
next week in Vegas with Jenna and Vicki. We were going to have a crazy time and I 
was going to indulge myself in a total orgy of food, blowing my tits up even larger. 
When I came back from Vegas, I’d have to tell Rob. There’d be no way to hide 
anything at that point. 

Robert would have to make a choice. He’d either accept my boobs and me or I’d 
be through with him. I know it would be strange for him — it 

— was clear he was conflicted. It was 

— socially acceptable for an executive to 
be with a woman 20 years younger than 
he. It was not socially acceptable 
for an executive to carry on with 
escorts or strippers, and that’s 
what people would start 
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assuming — even more so 

as my boobs grew to even 
larger proportions. But that was 
his problem, not mine. 

Personally, I didn’t give a flying fuck 
what anyone else thought of me. They could 
assume I was a stripper; it wouldn’t matter to me. 
I was going to pump up my tits and no one would 
stop me, least of all the stares from others — which 
actually had the reverse effect — it turned me on. I liked 
people looking at me. I liked stealing attention. And Pd be 
stealing a whole lot more glances by the end of spring break. I 
couldn’t wait to see Jenna and Vicki’s reaction when they arrived 
tomorrow. They were going to freak out. 

All I knew is that we were going to have the craziest, wildest, most 
out of control alcohol-fueled vacation ever. For me at least, it was 
going to be non-stop sex, breasts, and mayhem. And all throughout, my 

tits would be blowing up each day to colossal proportions! Next 
week would be fun, damn fun... 


Continued in... 
Spring Break in Vegas 
by: Anonymoose 


